With Theseus, and his squire principal,

Is risen, and looks on the merry day.

And now, to do his reverence to May,

Calling to mind the point of his desire,

He on a courser, leaping high like fire,

Is ridden to the fields to rnuse and play,

Out of the court, a mile or two away;

And to the grove, whereof I lately told,

By accident his way began to hold,

To make him there thexgarland that one weaves

Of woodbine leaves and of green hawthorn leaves.

And loud he sang within the sunlit sheen:

"O May, with all thy flowers and all thy green,

Welcome be thou, thou fair and freshening May:

I hope to pluck some garland green today."

And from his courser, with a lusty heart,

Into the grove right hastily did start,

And on a path he wandered up and down,

Near which, and as it chanced, this Palamon

Lay in the thicket, where no man might see,

For sore afraid of finding death was he.

He knew not that Arcita was so near:

God knows he would have doubted eye and ear,

But it has been a truth these many years

That "Fields have eyes and every wood has ears/*

It's -well for one to bear himself with poise;

For every day unlooked-for chance annoys.

And little knew Arcita of his friend,

Who was so near and heard him to the end,

Where in the bush he sat now, keeping still.

Arcita, having roamed and roved his fill,
And having sung his rondel, lustily,
Into a study fell he, suddenly,
As do these lovers in their strange desires.
Now in the trees, now down among the briers,
Now up, now down, like bucket in a well.
Even as on a Friday, truth to tell,
The sun shines now, and now the rain comes fast,
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